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with an art editor, a theatre designer, and a leading journalist,
all at the club, I was profoundly shocked to find that none of
them had ever heard of Pitoeff.
Start my "Comfortable Passages from Great Literature"
series for the Express with Christina Rossetti's Remember)
and immediately receive two letters. One, from Dulwich, tells
me that the writer's husband, now serving in the R.A.F., sent
her a copy of C.R.'s poem on the previous day, the anniversary
of their wedding. Another writes from Nottingham, " I sit
here alone in the house and afraid of the black-out," and goes
on, " Here is something that I wrote to-night." And there
follows this poem:
And now to think of quiet things,
Still springs, dear cool shallow streams,
And cats' eyes, contented after milk;
Skies of any colour, be they calm,
Music of tranquil pattern,
And hands that I have seen and loved
In movement and repose;
Beauty, unclamorous and abiding,
Stilled life and meadows,
Chilled, romantic winter-evening air;
To think of fires and grates and draughts,
Of trees and dappled sunlight;
Of statuary; of moths;
To think of swallows' wings : of England.
Jock may be right in saying that this is Rupert Brooke and
water. I think it is pretty good for a woman who is not a
professional poet, alone with the jitters at Nottingham.
Listened in to Roosevelt's speech to Congress on the
American embargo. I gathered from the applause with which
the word * peace * was received that America is quite content
to let European civilisation perish, and that nothing less than
a drop in Hollywood's receipts will bring her into the war.
Once again Dickens provides the perfect parallel. This is
Pecksniff's " There is disinterestedness in the world, I hope?
We are not all arrayed in two opposite ranks : the o^ensive
and the defensive. Some few there are who walk between;
who help the needy as they go; and take no part with either
side. Umph! " Roosevelt umph'd to-night most Peck-
sniffianly.
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